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[5] 


There are all sorts of things to trouble us, 
Environmental problems have many faces— 
Not the least being that in this space age 


We’re running out of spaces. 


Ogden Nash wrote that he’d never see 
A billboard lovely as a tree— 
I wonder how Mr. Nash would feel 


About flower arrangements made of steel. 


It’s a moot question at this point 

As to which explosion could ruin the nation— 
One caused by the hydrogen bomb 

Or the one labeled population. 


[7] 


When a truism gains acceptance 
I hate to have to quash it: 
“An apple a day keeps the doctor away,” 


But only if you remember to wash it. 


When I look at the close-ups of the moon, 
All lifeless and pock-marked and flat, 
I can’t help but wonder, if man does not change, 


How long before earth looks like that. 


Strip mining, oil spills, litter— 
Of environmental problems to fight there’s no dearth, 
And if they don’t speak up to defend it 


The meek deserve to inherit the earth. 


[8] 


What? Junior’s swimming in the creek? 
Quick get the child a towel— 
With the dumping of industrial wastes 


Still waters run foul. 


We’re a nation in a state of confusion, 
No ifs or ands or buts— 
Today you'd better be a little crazy 


To keep from going nuts. 


It had better remain non-empiric 
No matter who the question’s from, 
As to how many Hydrogen atoms can dance 


On the head of a falling bomb. 


[9] 


The new, small gas-saving cars cost a lot, 
That’s a fact—lI’ve got this to say for it; 
It’s a cinch if you want economy 


These days you’ve got to pay for it. 


It’s easy to guess what’s on his mind 
As he pulls to a stop and swerves— 
He’s figuring all the angles 


As he sizes up her curves 


She slinks her proportions across the stage 
And the MC drolls as he lists them— 
Have you thought how silly her statistics would sound 


If he used the metric system? 


[10] 


Many a nagging wife 
Makes it known 
Just who’s the power 


Behind the drone. 


A word of advice to the reckless: 
To avoid problems and remorse, 
Drivers should stay on the wagon, 


Though the car has replaced the horse. 


The playboy’s dating a real “Plain Jane”— 
T don’t really have to try 
To detect the taste of sour grapes 


A’comin’ through the “Why?” 


[11] 


If newspaper headlines 
Are frightening betimes, 
It’s just another 


Sign of the crimes. 


No news is good news, 

Double negative, fiddle de dee... 
All news is bad news 

On ABC,CBS,NBC 


No sex or violence on the tube before 9 
Is one of the current views— 
If they enforce it with any severity 


What happens to the 6 o’clock news? 


[12] 


They’ve given a four year scholarship 
To the current athletic sensation— 
Would you say he’s the beneficiary of 


A hire education? 


Of one thing you may be certain 
In the customs of the TV trade, 
The later the hour of the “Late, Late Show” 


The earlier the film was made. 


He’s going into psychiatry, 
A career that really pays 
By encouraging you to stand on your own two feet 


While you’re lying on his chaise. 


[13] 


There’s an ironic twist to the fact 
That many an unhappy bloke 
Goes to a psychiatrist ’cause he’s cracking up, 


And leaves there completely broke. 
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The job market is getting tighter— 
The wise college student is he 
Who enhances acceptance of unemployment 


By taking courses in philosophy. 
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Finishing a difficult task 
Isn’t the hardest part— 
In my experience it’s 


Getting the will to start. 


[14] 


The world is full of busybodies— 
Don’t you always find 
That the broader the criticism, 


The narrower the mind? 


The opinionated speaker 
Frequently tends 
To win lots of arguments 


But very few friends. 


The prophets of old knew whereof they spoke 
As from marketplace and temple they thundered— 
Long before direct dial, IRS and IBM— 


They warned us our days are numbered. 


[15] 


Why is it that all my clever retorts, 
The brilliant things I could say, 
Occur to me five minutes after 


My listener has walked away? 


It hasn’t ever happened yet, 
But I look forward to a situation 
Wherein the actual accomplished fact 


Exceeds the anticipation. 


There is a man I simply adore, 
He’s nice, he’s thoughtful, he’s sage— 
He remembers my birthday faithfully 


But never remembers my age. 


[16] 


If he’s not a disappointed suitor 
I’ve certainly missed my guess. 
Who else would say marriage is losing one’s liberty 


In the pursuit of happiness? 


He’s so arrogant he’s obnoxious— 
I dislike him especially when 
He works the double crostic 


With a broad tipped ballpoint pen. 


The town’s most sought after bachelor 
Says he plans to be 
Permanently, happily, 


Footloose and Fiancee-free. 


[17] 


Since the advent of picture windows 
I might, in passing, mention 
“Keeping up with the Joneses” 


Takes on a new dimension. 


The sunburned bather, lathered in oil 
Called her doctor for an appointment— 
Would you call her a patient 


Or a fry in the ointment? 


There are manuals for camping, for hiking, for trips, 
From point of departure to successful re-arrival— 
Somehow, they all seem to miss the point: 


It’s in the suburbs one needs guides for survival. 


[18] 


I delayed mowing my lawn 
Just one more week— 

Now I’m facing my weed crop 
Cheek to cheek. 


Certain Washington bureaucrats, 
As the matter now stands, 
Shake our confidence 


Instead of our hands. 


With the current rise of inflation 
Vin beginning to think, my pet, 
That the wager “Dollars to doughnuts” 


Will soon be an even bet. 


19] 


Election year definition 
Of a masochist, I observe, 
Is the candidate who elects to run 


And the electorate that wants him to serve. 


I just get older 
As more time passes— 
So I look at the world 


Through morose-colored glasses. 


There are few things that we see 

To give us more delight 

Than watching the guy who passed at 65 
Pull up behind, at a traffic light. 


I don’t need long economics lectures, 
I know what the whole thing’s about— 
“Everything runs into money,” 


As for me, I always run out. 


There’s a banking feat I practice 
With a certain éclat— 
I’m fast on the deposit, 


But faster on the draw. 


Advice to young parents who worry about 
How to raise their kids, now they’ve got ’em: 
To establish who will have the upper hand 
It’s suggested you start at the bottom. 


[23] 


Give the hypochondriac 
His sought-after due, 
He’s found a way to have his ache, 


And treat it, too. 


Of favorite after-dinner speakers 
I'd put right near the top 

The one who stops to think 

It’s time to think to stop. 


TV commercials puzzle me 
I find I tend to brood 
When I’m told cereal’s extra good for kids, 


But bad when added to puppy food. 


[24] 


Have you noticed 
That teen-agers today 
Seem to do things 
The herd way? 


“Money isn’t everything,” 

We were told when we were small— 
With today’s inflationary spiral, 
Money’s practically nothing at all. 


Why is it that those 
With nothing to say are chiefly 
The very ones 


Who don’t say it briefly? 


[25] 


Diets order you to avoid all sugary things, 
And if it’s milk you crave, to skim it. 
All of which makes one anxious, and anxiety’s prone 


To drive one to exceed the feed limit. 


There’s an odd thing I have noticed about 
Even the smallest temptation— 
Its most tentative whispers I hear quite well 


Over loud cries for moderation. 


Some politicians ignore 
Each pre-election pledge— 
They’ve discovered how to mend their fences 


With a hedge. 


[26] 


There is a certainty 
That the future portends— 
Fallen arches, falling hair 


And a density that shapes our ends. 


There are many skills to be admired— 
The one I like the best 
Is the ability to keep one’s shirt on 


While getting things off one’s chest. 


Don’t talk to a pessimist; 
No matter what you say, 
He’ll work the conversation ’round 


To a grief resumé. 


[27] 


Despite essays and admonitions 
And all sorts of elaborate advice, 
I find that putting off ’til tomorrow is still 


Today’s best labor-saving device. 


Cold weather is upon us now 
And unless my guess is wrong, 
The kids will start leaving ajar the doors 


They slammed all summer long. 


Your kids keep braiding my windchimes, 
But I’m not fitting my gates with locks, 
Since I note with glee, getting even for me, 


My cat’s using your flower bed as his sandbox. 


[28] 


If you’re hiring someone to mow the lawn 
A ten-year-old is about the right age— 
He’s energetic, ambitious, prone to listen 


And knows nothing of the minimum wage. 


“You can’t have your cake and eat it, too” 
Is a platitude I assail— 
Nourish your soul, live to the full 


Otherwise you and your cake may get stale. 


Birds are ungrateful, ungracious, uncouth, 
A flock of free-loading bums— 
They ignore my ten-dollar feeder 


For my neighbor’s tossed-out crumbs. 


[29] 


To close the communication gap 
This works, I'll guarantee—try it: 
Just start to read a book or paper 


Requiring concentration, quiet. 


Appliance warranties may be of value, 
But for me, I’m not so sure— 
I'm away at work from 9 to 5; 


Repairmen work from 9 to 4. 


A car’s a status symbol— 
Have you ever tried to go 
During rush hour? 


It’s status quo. 


[30] 


“Limited Access” highways are aptly named, 
During rush hours morning and night 
When you try to get on one from a feeder road, 


They’re limited access, all right. 


Air pollution being what it is, 
There’s something ironic when the Doc says to you, 
“Now, take a deep breath and cough.” 


Just what else could you possibly do? 


I’m getting compliments on my weight loss, 
But as for how, I don’t advise you to try it 
Unless you’re a Spartan; because, you see, 


It’s a low salary, not a low calorie, diet. 


[31] 


It’s in an age of economic chaos, 
Parlous times like these, 
When you're out on a limb you realize, 


Money doesn’t grow on trees. 


My bank account, I admit, 
To my sorrow, 
Is here today, 


Drawn tomorrow. 


The economic conditions are gloomy, 
Our life-styles are all torn asunder, 
My doctor says I’m sound as a dollar— 


So now I wonder... 


[32] 


We saved for that dream summer-cottage 
Near the lake and the woods and such— 
It’s a dream cottage, all right, 


We never dreamed it would cost so much. 


Hi-diddle-diddle, the cat and the fiddle 
The cow jumped over the moon . . 
An unusual accomplishment, but with inflation, I guess 


Her milk prices will match that feat soon. 


Have you noticed how politicians 
Are quick to learn the score? 
Pretty soon they stand for anything 


The voter will fall for. 


[33] 


I wish I could find the answer to 
Man’s most annoying riddle: 
What is it about middle-age that makes 


So much of it settle in the middle? 


I looked in the mirror, 
It shocked me a lot— 
The flower of youth 
Is going to pot. 


Eeenie, Meenie, Minie, Moe 
Where did that chubby lady go? 
She drove the two blocks to where she’s gone— 


The exercise and reducing salon. 


|34| 


It’s only in leaf-raking autumn 
I dislike the neighbors I’ve got— 
One makes me ashamed of my yard, so tidy is his, 


The other’s looks like an abandoned lot. 


The tree produced hardly a leaf to shade us 
From the rays of the summer sun. 
So how come the lawn’s knee deep in leaves 


When time for raking them up has come? 


There’s a form of sadism at its worst 
Unmatched elsewhere in the trials of man: 
The removal-defying gummed label 


Stuck to the center of each new Teflon pan. 


[35 | 


I’m going to let the crabgrass grow, 
That’s a resolution to which I'll stick— 
Last fall’s expensive lawn-seeding grew in just one place 


The cracks between each patio brick. 


A comment on this year’s news lines: 
If there’s one thing we’ve really been taught, 
It’s that there are many politicians with convictions . 


And some who still have not been caught. 


If a golfing clergyman cusses 
When he’s in a jam, 

Does that mean he gives 

A good goddam? 


[36] 


Taking your mate to a class reunion 
Often turns out all right 


ced 


If your “ex—”, a vision of loveliness, 


Has turned into a sight. 


Advice for back seat drivers— 
Keep your instructions in check; 
Holding your tongue can often 


Save your neck. 


Statistics show that we citizens 
Spend more on liquor than on the public school— 
Well, you learn a lot more at cocktail parties, 


As a general rule. 


[37] 


You go on vacations to forget things, 
And when you open the suitcase lid 
To start unpacking, you realize 


That’s exactly what you did. 


One puzzle parents cannot solve 
Even with aid of magic and necromancers, 
Is why teenagers keep asking questions 


When they routinely question all the answers. 


In the push-button, labor-free, modern home 
Where gadgets defrost driveways and open lids— 
Everything’s controlled by switches, 

Except the kids. 


[38] 


Those screams of anguish at Congressional hearings 
Whenever the political beans are spilt, 
Proves silence is not always golden— 


Sometimes it’s only guilt. 


To assure the way the twig is bent, 
Early training has its points, 
Virtue is learned at mother’s knee— 


It’s vices that are learned later at other joints. 


Father’s major worry 
Is what to do about 
Boys who pop in whenever 


Pop is out. 


[39] 


My bachelor neighbor still avoids 
What he calls the marital chains— 
He says that marriages are made on high, 


But so are hurricanes. 


Parenthood is a series of frustrations, 
For fathers, at any rate; 
They work hard to keep the wolf from the door 


Then daughter invites him in after a date. 


She’s just the right age, say her parents 
As they sit there relaxed and unharried. 
She’s still too young to use the car 


And much too young to get married. 


|40| 


I get the feeling, when they’re criticized, 
That the trouble with the young of the nation 
Is not their mores nor dress nor attitudes—it’s 


That we’re no longer of their generation. 


Medicine predicts that soon man’s life-span 
Will increase to over a century . . 
That many simultaneous generation gaps 


Scares the daylights out of me. 


A word of wisdom to the young lover 
Who is searching for a spouse— 
When you're bitten by the love bug 


Be sure he isn’t a louse. 


[41] 


Many a youth is troubled today, 
Living at a frenetic, suicidal pace, 
Because his parents gave him too free a hand— 


But not in the proper place. 


I know I’m crowding middle age, 
The results are there to see— 
When I put a pat of butter on toast 


It puts a bulge on me. 


I’m not as rule suspicious, 

But I’ve a firm conviction that 

When people keep telling me how thin I look, 
I must be getting fat. 


[42] 


Je me hate de rire de tout, 
de peur den pleurer. 


—Pierre de Beaumarchais 


[43] 
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